I44	EAST  AGAIN
Amarapura to Mandalay the train threads its way through these
endless examples of faith and veneration.
Mandalay, untidy and dishevelled though it is, has undoubted
attractions.   Never more than a political centre it owed its former
prosperity and its importance to being the residence of the
Burmese Court.   It is ill situated for agricultural or commercial
success and once the Kings had disappeared and the palace was
empty, it fell upon evil days and has steadily declined*    The
utter inefficiency of a local municipality brought it to a state
bordering on squalor but fortunately to-day the local authorities
have taken over its direct administration.    Nothing that can be
done is ever likely to bring about a revival of its more prosperous
days for it is a city without any reason for existence.   But as long
as the great walled Fort exists, with its moat without and its
Palace within, Mandalay is worth visiting.    It is owing to the
initiative of Lord Curzon that steps were taken to prolong the
existence of King Thebaw's wooden Palace with all its fantastic
and tawdry decoration, its encrusted coloured glass and its many
storied spires.   It cannot last very long for the life of the material
of which it is constructed—almost entirely wood—is said to be
of not more than 80 to 100 years' duration in the destructive
climate of Upper Burma.   Yet on the whole the work of restora-
tion and preservation has so far been sucessful and is, happily,
being continued.    Wanting though it may be either in archi-
tectural or artistic merit, the Palace at Mandalay is a rare and
excellent example of the Royal Residences of South-East Asia,
on the lines of tradition dating from time immemorial.    There
can be little doubt that the wooden Palaces of Angkor, of which
the stone terraces still exist, must have much resembled this
Palace of Thebaw.   The discomfort that must have accompanied
the existence of the Burmese monarchs is in evidence on every
side, though no doubt in their more intimate hours they aban-
doned the gilded magnificence of the great state rooms for the
seclusion of smaller pavilions scattered about the neighbouring
gardens.    Yet there is a certain rude barbaric splendour in the
throne rooms, some with their walls panelled almost entirely
with small mirrors and coloured glass.    More dignified are the
halls decorated in dull gold and dark red, the prevailing colour
scheme of the entire Palace, a fitting background for the tinsel
and jewelled splendour of the Burmese Court.    It is the East
run riot,    The ephemeral East, that lies between   India and
China, careless, unpractical, fantastic and superficial—so typical

